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Great Luminary of the Goſpel, 3 


OUR diſcerning eye will (I truſt) glance with 


| pity on the weak effuſions of my bantling Muſe— 
whoſe ſtrains of adulation (I'm conſcious) fall very ſhort 
of her intention—Fame herſelf, (with her ſingle-tubed 
trumpet) were ſhe to attempt the theme, muſt exhauſt 


her powerful lungs, and grow tired ere ſhe could ſound 


your merit in that eminent degree your abilities call 
aloud for. 


Yes, thou maſter-piece of Literature ll thou inexhauſt- 
able ſpring of genuine well-pointed ſatyric wit! that 
ſimple automaton thing called Fame, muſt fail, ſhould it 


attempt to advertiſe the world, the hundredth part of thy: 
title to immortality—and never fading crowns of laurel. 


As to thoſe Reviewers (poor inſignificant tools) they're 


much beneath your notice—trample them under your 
feet—audacious wretches /—ſhall they dare to wag their 
tongues or move their ſacrilegious pens againſt you 


whoſe fountain pen, Etna-like, emits ſuch torrents of per- 


manent reaſoning, as mult inevitably fuffocate—inun- 


date—overwhelm, and ſtop every avenue that tongues, 
or pens could open againſt you. You have, already, 


(with juſt indignation) given them a few delicate hints, 


AR which, 
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which, 'tis hoped, will deter them from meddling with 
edged tools in future, 


But ſhould their folly lead them again to ſpatter their 
licentious ink at you—never ſpare them—pour your 
entire broad-ſides into them—ply them from your am- 
ple magazine—with round, double-headed, chain, and 
grape-ſhot, hand-granades, ſtink-pots, &c. &c. &c.— 
Rake them fore and aft—ſ{ink—link them in oblivion— 
as examples for preſumptuous men. 


The foundation you build on is ſo firm,—that, till 
Nature gives way, your fabricks will defy every rude 
ſhock, and ſtormy blow, that can be levelled at them, — 

You—who, when you take aim at that ſimple thing call- 
ed reputation, pierce it ſo effectually through the vitals, 
that an attempt to extract your dart, — probe the wound, 
—or apply a balm—(even the moſt judicious, experienced 
practitioner) may rupture one of the tendereſt canulas 
of life, and {ink your wretched victim to the earth. 


Should any perſon be ſo weak, or ſo vile, as to attack 


you under a fictitious title, or anonymouſly, you can 
with propriety ſay, you don't wiſh to wage war with a 


phantom ; Or, as your friend Dunelmenſis obſerves, an aſſaſ- 


ſin who ſtabs in the dark. But let not ſuch hobgoblins 


frighten you let them ſtab on, the pen that ſcribbles on 
| a 


Mn — Wy 392 


out aids AA „ 


a rough cold raſp, muſt ſoon be worn to the ſtump: A 
raſp that's proof againſt that glowing fiery furnace, 
(commonly called) modeſty ;—a fire that ſhrivels ſome 
ſheeps faces before their E like baked parch ment. 


Men of worth—of erlag Werit-—win not attempt to 
eſpouſe the cauſe of the poor inſect that's entangled in 
your web; you will, therefore, have ſufficient leiſure to 


introduce your venomed tube, and ſuck the remnant of 


Int terror left undevoured. 


Should your opponents ink be dry, and that no re- 
ſource is left but tooth, and nail, you can, with your na- 
tive effrontery, aſſure him, you are ſorry the dignified 
ſphere you move in will not, on any account, permit you 
to endanger your immaculate carcaſe ! !! 


Or, ſhould a weak-headed reptile, like your very hunt 
ble ſlave, pretend to ſay, that an honeſt indignation has 
urged his Muſe to eſpouſe the cauſe of a frail fellow- 
creature,---you may, with your wonted confidence, look 


on his efforts with the contempt beſtowed on a Billingſ- 


gate Amazon ; whoſe oration, as it is delivered in a low, 


inelegant, and, perhaps, 1 ingrammatic pie, loſes its irita- 
ble energy, and effect. 


Thus, 
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Thus, dread Sir, you'll be able, to a certainty, like 


your brother reynard, to avail yourſelf of a number of 


pretty little interſtices, that you may occaſionally pop 
in, and out at, as beſt ſuits the caſe then before you, 


Theſe hints, with the following very ſublime epiſto- 


lary poem, are, with great humility, and vaſt deference, 


offered for your peruſal: Should they happen to hit your 


fancy, they are much at your Reverence's ſervice; —if not, 


they, with the author, wait your diſcretion—to mangle 
—--trample-—and maltreat----as beſt ſuits your honour's 
diſpoſition, &c, &c. &c, 


$7 In the 12th page 7th line from the top for lee 
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. For tho? his topics, —frail and weak, 
, Could ne'er amount above a freak, | 
r He ſtill maintain'd 'em, like his faults, 
* Againſt the deſp'rateſt aſſaults; 
8 And back d their feeble want of ſenſe, 5 
* With greater heat and confidence; 
As bones of Heftors,—when they differ, 
The more they're cudgell'd grow the ſtiffer. , 
| HvD1BRass. 
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READ Reverend Sir !—great man of letters, 
permit my Muſe to greet her betters; 
; In humble ſtrains of lowly verſe, 


Her infant notions to rehearſe : 
To tell, how rude this world is grown ; 
To tell, how merit pines unknown; 
To tell, how modeſt genius lurks, 

And in oblivion hides her works; 
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To tell, how envy can deform 


A ſoul that would a prince adorn : 


And all in all, to tell, how You 


Are treated worſe than Turk or Jew ; 
How canker'd malice gnaws your name, 


From brazen tablets grav'd by Fame. 
Thou Model for doe pisteut times, 
Bright magazine of golden rhymes, IX 


For Satire * 'd, thou birchen rod, 


Who aw't th' unworthy{with a nod ; 


Who with your flowing verſe can raiſe 


To ſnuff the moon by dint of praiſe,— 


The wretch, who, ere he caught thy eye, 


With ſwine had wallow'd in a ſtye. 
A biſhop thou canſt make a God, 
Then $compole him to a clod. 
He yeſterday who ſhone like gold, 
To-day's too filthy to behold. 


Unmanner'd clowns preſume to reaſon, 


And fay your Muſe is quite in ſeaſon z 
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| Like brother mole, ſhe dirt can ſpatters 
Then lurk where folks can ſcaree come at her; 
Can change her manners as ſhe wiſhes, 2 
And proſtrate fall for loaves and fiſhles; 
At fight of them—a tarniſh'd mitre 
She'd furbiſh up, and ſoon make brighter, 
Two brother prieſts, whoſe deeds you tell, 
Would make them fit to rule in hell : 
Your Muſe, they ſay, by dint of paint, 
Could each transform into a ſaint, 

| To whom th' admiring world would kneel, 


And blot their crimes, —tho grav di in ſteel. 
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This vile abominable Scandal . 


Has blaz d my Muſe up like a candle: 

She ſwears ſuch themes ſhe can't relinquiſh, 

Till ſous'd in mire, they all extinguiſh ; 
| Of late thejade's ſo frumpiſh grown, 
{Folks ſay ſhe's hair-brain'd—like your own j5-= 
But who would mind her ſkittiſh vapours, 
Like you—ſhe's fond—of cutting capers ; 
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Like you—ſhe'd wiſh to ſeem a bully ; 
A Muſe like your's ſhe cannot ſully. 
She had as well lie down and ſleep, 

As ſpatter ſoot to ſmut a ſweep : 
But till her paper's ſtain'd with ink, 
Poor ſoul—ſhe ne'er can ſleep a wink; 
That devil's lee—with which you write, 
She ſays, like you, ſtains — vrhite; 
But then tis only for a ſpurt, 

It can't retain your filth and dirt: 

As water thrown to wet a duck, 

It ſticks no cloſer than your muck, 
The Muſe who could defile your name, 


May get aſtride—and ride on Fame; 


May ſnore and ſleep both day and night, 


Or to Parnaſſus wing her flight. 


My giddy Muſe, once, like your Wife, 
I thought had left this vale of life, 
And fled, the Lord knows how—or where, 


To take her ſtation in the air; 
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Where gentle nymphs, like her, inherit, 
A frame of pure æthereal ſpirit. 
Like you—with blubbering, woeful face, 
With ſable weeds—and ſolemn pace, 
Like you I mourn'd my charmer dead, 
And like a lily droop'd my head: 
I vow'd her loſs Fd cer menu, 


And went the body to inurn, 


But judge, by your's, my great ſurpriſe ! 
I ſcarcely could believe my eyes ; 
Juſt paſſing by your honour's dome, 
My heart near burſting with each groan, 
Ah me! and muſt that fair form moulder, 
Thought I,—when whack ſhe thump'd my ſhoulder, 
My heart grew n loſt my ſight, 


My tott'ring limbs grew liſtleſs quite, 
My head ſwam giddily around, 


And, ſenſeleſs, ſtretch'd me on the ground. 


To tell the twitt'rings of my mind 


L leave for yerſes more refin'd, 
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| Tour boundleſs Muſe, who ſcorns reſtraint, 
| II leave the theme for her to paint: e 
She who can change the day to night, 1 


Make white ſeem black, and black ſeem white, 


Change right to wrong, and wrong to right; ; 
To her the taſk I now relign, 

That Queen of all the tuaeful Nine 

While I relate the reaſon why 


My dame had trumpt up ſuch a lie, 
And caus'd her friends to write, that death | 


Had ſtopp'd her precious tuneful breath ; - 


The reafon why ſhe left her home, 
And why I found her near your dome, 


But, firſt, permit me to revive, 


And, bleſs my ſtars he's {till alive 


To gaze, enraptur'd, on her charms, 
And fold my angel in my arms; Ig 
To yow, while heav'n prolongs my life, 
Like you—T'll never quit my wife; 

That what ſhe dictates I'll obey, 


And follow where ſhe points the way: 
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This done, you'll find, in quick progre mon, 


I'll tell my tale without Ggreſſion. | 


When thus ra coax'd =y Gre life, 
Dear Muſe, (fays 1)—1 mean, dear wife, 
Explain the reaſon now, I pray, 

How, where-—and why you ſtray'd away 
Oh! ſay what mighty cauſe could rouſe 
Your ſpleen gainſt me, your lawful ſpouſe? 
How could you leave that infant train 

Of unnurs' d bantlings, in my brain? 

Full well thou knew'ſt, thou heart of ſtone, 
I ne'er could bring them forth alone ; 

No Doctor Slop ſhould interpoſe 

To ſpoil your darling offspring's noſe ; 
No—no—T ſwore, till you were by 

In embryo the brats ſhou'd lie. 

So far, my love, I've done my ſhare, 

And now reſign them to your care, 

To bring them to the world in form, 

That ſnarling curs in vain may ſtorm, | 


Hold , 


| 


The world will treat you with diſdain. 
A bard ſhould aid his Muſe with knowledge, 
Replete with rules from Wiſdom's college ; 


To theſe, I fear, you're quite a ſtranger, 
And therefore ſtand within great danger. 
He now, for whom you claim W 
Is one whoſe ſoul can't bear reſiſtance : 
He many a helliſh tale can quote, 
And has each pedant's rule by rote : 

No conſcious bluſh his cheeks adorn, 

He treats dame Modeſty with ſcorn 2 
The pureſt blood that fills your veins 
He'll mark with vile polluted ſtains : 
He'll gnaw the fleſh from off your bones, 
And pelt you, like a dog, with ſtones. 

Let prudence guide your infant pen, 
"Tis thus you'll gain applauſe from men - 
Ti thus you'll gain eſteem and merit, 


And every mental bliſs inherit. 


T7 . 


Hold, hold, ſhe cried—you grow too vain, 


Let 


L 1 
Let reaſon plan your artleſs dition, * 
And I'll ſupply poetic fiction. F 


I bow'd affent,—-avow'd my error, 


And ſtampt her council as my mirror: 


Sweet approbation mark'd her face, 


And thus ſhe urg'd her tale with grace: 


She ſaid, ſhe thought herſelf neglected, 
Het proffer d ſervices rejected, 
By me deſerted left alone: 
My ingrate conduct to bemoan. 


8 She thought ſome nymph, more fair, poſleſt | 


The ſeat ſhe once held in my breaſt. 

With grief oppreſt, and jealous fears, 

She left my houſe, —all drown'd in tears; 
Without a friend, —by dead of nigkt, 


| [No friendly hand to guide her flight; 


Let 


Fatigu'd and tir'd,---ſhe ſought repoſe 
Within a bow'r of laurel rows: 
A ſiſter Muſe, juſt came that way, 
ro pull ſome ſprigs, by break of day; 
7 c 


And, 
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And, ſecing a female on the ground, de 
She view'd the damſel all around; 

The glory that enſhrin'd her form, 
Declar'd her—not of mortal born. 

She gently *'woke her, when ſurpriſe 
Confus'd and dimm'd their brilliant eyes, 
While ſilent eloquence expreſt 


The inmoſt tranſports of their breaſt. | 
And do! ſee, (ſhe cry'd) once more, ds | 
The long loſt ſiſter I adore! | ; 
And in ſuch woe-lorn wretched plight, | 
Expos'd alone to churliſh night! ] 
Ah! why this ſudden change of fate ; oY \ 
The myſtic cauſe, I pray, relate ? h 
b 
A 


My fair-one told her all you've heard, 
And why ſhe left her ingrate Bard. _ 
With mix'd ſurpriſe and joy—ſhe kiſs'd her, 

When my ſweet wand'rer—aſk'd her ſiſter, 


To let her know, without delay, ls 


What chance had led her ſteps that way ? 


121 

Ah me! ſhe cry — grain: 
Would melt a heart of fleet or ftone ! 
Unhappy maid-—why was I born, 

To be the ſcoff, diſgrace,—and ſcorn! 
To be ſequeſter'd in a vale, 
And tether'd to a Stock d dals? 

Who now a lofty pine had flouriſh'd, 


And many fragrant branches nouriſh d, 
That with my aid may Time defy, 


And ſoar 'd with Fame to touch the ſky; 


That with his flow'ry verſe may tame, 
Fell vice—and all her baneful train : 
With foſt ring hand—his ethic ſtrains, 


May purge their ſouls by gentle means; 


May poliſh ev'ry canker d flaw, 
And keep th' admiring world in awe. 


But oh !-—his weak, impotent mind, 
Is light, and wav'ring as the wind; 
Vindictive, peeviſh, weak, and mean, 


| Ambitious, petulant, and vain ; 


Ca 


Ungrateful 
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Ungrateful to his 0 friends, | 


Would dive to hell to gain his ends: 
At good and bad alike he'll growl, -—_ 
Defiles the moſt unblemiſh'd-ſoul ; 

And heedleſs as a madden'd hound, 
He ſpits his venom'd ſlaver round. 


Were theſe, ſhe cry'd, the fiftieth part, 
That ſtains his rancorous, harden'd heart, 
I ſtill would hope that healer, Time, 
Would work his pardon with the Nine ; 
But all my anxious hopes are croſt, 
He's loſt !—inevitably loſt! 
Inconſtant to his nuptial ties, 

He all my tender foadnels flies; 

Seduc'd a bright celeſtial maid, 

And in her robes—his crimes array d; 

| Her mantle ſtain'd to cloak his guile, 
And ftabb'd his victims with a ſmile ; 
Pull'd down her altars-—-nail'd the door, 
Where meek-ey'd mercy reign'd before. 
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Thus ſtripp'd of ev ry honour meet, | 


He turn'd religion in the ſtreet: 

So Lucifer, when firſt he fell, 
And took ſupreme command in hell, | 
Defy'd the all-avenging rod, 8 


And wag'd eternal war with God, 
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But now to ſum up all his crimes, 
And brand his name to after-times ; 
He ſent me forth ere yet 'twas morn, 
His filthy temples to adorn, 
With boughs pluck'd from this hallow'd ſhade ; ; 


But 'ere they touch his brow they'll fade ; 3 


Transfixt with thorns in ev'ry part, 
They'll fly--and rankle in his heart; 
And then, to fill his cup with ſorrow, 
III quit his guilty dome to-morrow ; 


For ever fly his baneful ſight, 


And into chaos bend my flight _ 


She here again renew'd her lighs, 


The pearly FEATS ſtream d from her eyes ;—= 
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Ah me !—ſhe cry'd—and ſhall my name + J 
Be handed'thro' the world with ſhame, 
And ſcratch'd out of the book of Fame ? 
Then on a bank her head reclin'd, 
Tin floods of tears reliev'd her mind, 
The boughs ſhe now began to tear, 
Then ty'd them up with plaits of hair, a - 
Which from her bene ous head ſhe tore, | bp 2b 
Then begg'd I'd lead the way before : * 
Her eyes, ſhe ſaid, ſo dim were grown, / 2 
She cou'd not find her way alone : 15 | 
Belide, ſhe wiſh'd, ſhe ſaid, to ſee 
To reconcile my Muſe to me. 
Twas thus theſe lovely, wand ring ; dames, 
| Beguil d the road, projecting ſchemes ; 
And where, I ſaid, we met before, 
Her ſiſter left her at the door "x; 
And ſaid, ſhe would be back anon, 
od for 5or was done. 


Her diſmal fate ſo griey'd my Gr; | 
Her looks beſpoke extreme e deſpair. | 
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Oh, ben ous ow n! ſhe cry d, aſſiſt her, 
I fear I've loſt my darling ſiſter: 

Could no kind-hearted ſprite decoy her 
From his fell gripe—ah! he'll deſtroy her : 
He'll kill her, ſure—and when ſhe's dead, 
Some fury, i in her place, ban wed. 


— (ſays I) you firain t too hard, 
You're too ſevere upon the bard ; 
He s not fo baſe--—to take her life, 
The man's a right to curb his wife.. 
A wife i is like a leg, or hand,--- 
Should kick or thump at our command ; 
Like puppy dogs-—ſhould bark or bite, 


Nor think what's wrong, nor know what's right 3 


You know, we're Lords of the Creation, 


And ſhould ſupport our lordly Ration : 
You women are ſuch blabbing cattle, 

Old Scratch himſelf can't ſtop your prattle. 
I thought ſhe'd ne'er give o'er Jebating, 


fs) ſent her home,—to W her n, 
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But tho' ſhe's ſpew'd out all her ire, 85 
To add freſh fuel to your fire, 
Ne'er mind the little wicked gipſy, 
I blieve the hair-brain'd flut is tipſy. 
Come---don't let her break ſquares between us, 
Let friendſhip from ſuch folly ſcreen us J 
Be rul'd by me, great ſon of Mars, 


Who fled from noiſy guns and ſcars, 


And crept beneath religion's banners, 

Where folks lie ſnug from ſuch rough manners: 
"Tis there you can wage war on paper, 

Nor dread the bully's ball, or rapier: 

No danger there from injur'd fame, 

With ſafety now you play your game 

Can ſpit your poiſon thro the land, 


Then lurk beneath your gown and band. 


Rouſe, then,---great Quixotte of the age ! 


On ſheep, and windmills, vent thy rage ; 


Coloſſus like---jump up aſtride, 


And this poor proſtrate world o'er-ride ; 


Look down on reptile man with ſcorn ; 


To be your flave——that wretch was s born. 
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Or, if of late you're humble grown, 
Go fill fell Gallia's vacant throne ; 


That innate Baſtile in your breaſt, 

Again will rob her ſons of reſt ; 

Its iron rod will lend you pow'r, 

To killkead, bene e dove 

With us you're ſtarv'd, we're ſuch poor vermin, 
But there, in coſtly robes, with ermine, | 
You'll fit in ſtate----and rule in form; 
May tab —and kick—-and rage —and ſtorm; 
Deſpotic reign—-a little God, 


d cruſh your ſubjects.— with a nod. | 
Tis thus, dread Sir, I'd have you ſteer, 


From this vile ingrate nation veer; 


Tis thus your native cynic ſoul, 

ay ſnairl, and bite, without controul : | 
is thus, the world will ſound your praiſe, 
Ind all your pent-up fires will blaze, 

ike Stygian lakes----ſo pure and bright, 


o wrap you in eternal night. | 
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